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. MEL!SSAS EXPERIENCE e
' By Alice E. lves 5
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Miss Melissa @rane had Hved nlone
i he red brick housse in Locust st
fur wyver 15 vears. Living nlone
samjelinits makes oue sweeler, mel-
[ower and more (olerant of his fel-
low prestares; bul that Is when he
has hitched his "wagon Lo a star,” or
gona on the beautiiul quest of Aond-
ing his Soul, and that whiclh natural-
Iy Tolluws—the soul of all mankind,
Miss Mellssa had not given much
tnie to either of these pursulls, If
she had, thiy would be another story.
she had bheen a decent, God-fearing
woman, Uving sirictly within the let-
ter of the law. I she had ever had
i love affair It was entirely unknown
to any dne in Barringten. Stll, a
good deu]l might have happened e
for= then, ns Melissa Crane was all of
20 when she caume there  Certain it
was that something in her life very
like n trogedy had been caused by
the drink habit, and had made Miss
Urane strong in her denunciation of
intemperunde. She was a prominent
offficer In the W, C. T, U, and some-
thing of a ctor In influencing the
oloction which resulted in the town
roing “dry.”

0d Hanpnah, who had gone faith-
fully for years, once a year (0 “clean
up” for Miss Crane, probably knew
mere ghout that ndy’s affairs than
any one elde In Barrington. Oddly
engugh, Miss Crine was even ‘at
times confidential with her servitor,
perhaps becauge she found she was
Uke herself, elose-mouthed.

When old Hannah was sel to open
up and clean a long disused bedrooin
ber carfosity pot the better of her,

“Going o have company?” she
vertured

'No," answersd Migs Crane. “It's
s child ™ At :ha woman A astonished
fool =he pdded: ] guess she must
Bt paore Ll ’ 1 didn't think L0

ask. Oh, dear! l duu‘t know bhow L'm

aver golng to stand it, but I'll get her
off to some good boarding school
just a8 quick as I can™

“Have you adopted her?” gtill
further yventured Hannahb,

“Adopted her?™ ‘snorted Miss
Crane, as though asked If she had
committed burglary, “Not at all. She
i the child of a good-for-nothing
half-brother of mine. Her mother
died about three years ago, and now
he has been killed In an accldént
Some ane wrote to me gbout It, e
hadn't Iefl a penny. and they wanted
to know whaet they could do with
Ethel. Well, there didn’t seem Lo be
but one thing to do, and that wae to
send for her. 1don't Know any more
about taking care of a child than—
than nothing,"” sighed Miss Crine.

“Well, there," reassured Fannal,
“I'da; and If you want any help—if
she gets croup or somathing Sou just
aend for me guick.”

It was rather a pathetic little fig-
ure ln biack that landed at the door
of the red brick house, When the
gppeal In Lhe large hrown eyes greet-
ed Miss Crane she did something
quite unexpected to herself; she put
her arms around the child and kissed
her. Miss Crane concluded she was
not pretty, but she had “the making”
of good looks,

Ethel was not quite the untamed
barbarian, Miss Crane had expected,
though she had her quota of faults,
and committed gome of the usual
childish misdemennors, Byt she
suceeeded in penetriting the mther
hard crust of Melltsa’s heart to the
extent of not belng packed off to a
boarding school, and was suffersd to
continue her education on the heme
ground.

It was a sore trial 1o the elder
wornan when the girl she hadlenrned
to love as her own seemed (o cars for
the company of Irvin Banks Ethel
was now 19, She had been gradu-
ated from the high school and had
been studying at an art academy, aml
was onee more back In Barringtou.
She wus bright, capable, and with o

3




